SOME LETTERS OF
your unflinching hold upon spiritual truth, and your power of walking in the light of it. The best I can do is to hump my back, turn down my hat brim, and stoically count the number of streams running down my back, until the damned drizzle decides to cease. . . .
Write when you feel like it, and don't till you do. I mean do when you do rather than don't. That is to say do do and don't don't. See?
WILL.
To Edwin Arlington Robinson
THE QUADRANGLE CLUB.
CHICAGO, Jan. 24, 1901. DEAR ROBINSON:
You will not have thought it was indifference to your "poor words of congratulation" about the Masque which has kept me from answering sooner. What you said gave me the deepest — joy, I was going to say; but remembering your distrust of exuberant language, I will say satisfaction. Still, it was joy, all the same — the feeling was exuberant enough to warrant, this once, my florid vocabulary. Your words were the more grateful because they came as a si^rprise. I thought in New York that you were bravely try-
136y soul. It is at such times as this that I envy you most keenly
